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(to THE EDLTOR.) 


Political Dkketch, 





Claudius a sage, and Quirk an epigram. 
ANONYMOUS. 





- 


Not ten miles—I had almost written—not ten seats, south of the 
member pourtrayed in my last sketch, side by side, sit two members, 
who come from the quarter whence we receive the tributary breezes 
of the N. E. who may well pass for the originals of the above motto. 
With the sage I have nothing todo. The epigram accords more 
with the character of your work, and better suits my taste. 

There is something peculiarly epigrammatic in the physical con- 
formation of this gentleman, as well as in the structure of his mind. 
His face is keen, and his features are full of points: the glance of his 
eye, the arrangement of the social muscles; the nipping frostiness of 
his tone, whenever he commences an excursion into the fields of ora- 
tory, are warning indications to all those hapless wights who may 
have unwarily exposed themselves to his sharp and unerring lash. 
Lis very laugh is epigrammatic, and, to crown all, his person is 
somewhere about the legitimate length of an epigram. 

He has received from nature the raw material of genius, which, 
by the power of education, has passed to and fro through the wheels 
and cylinders of his mind, until it was so tempered and sharpened as 
to make it proof against all the collisions of time and circumstance. 
By this process it has received sharpness as well as high finish, so 
that satire from him, 


‘like a polish’d razor, keen, 





**Cuts with an edge that’s scarcely felt nor seen.” 


This gentleman’s political career is but of recent origin, yet his 
course has not been obscure. He fixed, in one celebrated encounter, 
the gaze of wonder, and the glance of admiration. He was pitted 
against a mighty antagonist, the unknown stripling against the cham- 
pion of Gath, the political camp was a scene of suspended, breath- 
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less being ; anxious curiosity cast a spell on the mightiest, the orator 
sat i mute expectation, the man of business held his newspaper half 


BIR eo 


enveloped in his hand, the very chatr erred from its exact perpen- 

dicular, the “checks and balances” which govern the intercourse 
between ihe sergeant-at-arms and the honourable representatives were 
lost sight of, the clerk endorsing a petition stuck in the middle, and 
| paused at pefit—the message boys had leaned themselves on the rail 
of a vacant seat, and the door-keeper—good old man—thought of the 
awful expectation on the night of the battle of Trenton. The re- 
porters—the historians of ungifted ambition, the annalists of folly 
and fiction occasionally relieved by eloquence and integrity—care- 
lessly leaned on their elbows, prepared to behold a suicidal effort 
and trusting to their memory to carry a relic from the ruin, on which 
to inscribe memento mort to warn off future pretenders; while the 
anditors in the galleries prepared themselves, like the spectators round 
a Roman amphitheatre, to behold the immolation of a fellow creature 





under the 'sinewy grasp of a gigantic enemy, whose thews and mus- 
cles were set and strung for deeds of destruction, and then to depart ; 
and 


‘“ Tu winter's tedious nights, sit by the fire, 


“** And tell the lainentable tale of Quirk, 





** And send the hearers weeping to their beds.” 


The suspense was short—it was the calm before the hurricane. 

The signal of the encounter was soon sounded ina low, tremulous 

note, which seemed to bespeak the mercy of one, and the charity of 
all. There was a drooping of heads among his political friends, and 
a saucy vprearing of crests among his wpponents, which indicated 
any thing rather than his triumph. But he was, of all, least daunted. 
The tremulous vibration of voice, was but the faint tremblings of 
the zephyr which afterwards swells into a tempest—the slight agita- 
tion which aunounces the earthquake—the feevle rumbling which 
precedes the volcanic explosion. In a few seconds his voice became 
firm—-his deep pathos rivetted attention and enlisted sympathy 5; and 
then it was that he took off the slips from his mind and unmasked 
the archery of ridicule, pouring in upon his antagenist an efficient 
| fire, against which the buckler of reputation and the breast work of 
conscivus superiority were not proof, The arrows pierced in every 
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direction: his eye seemed to search out every opening in the panoply 
of his opponent, and where it had discovered one, 








thro’ that penetrable part, 


‘6 Furious he drove the well directed dart.” 


It was the triumph of satire. ‘The wounds inflicted were deep, and 
it was difficult to extract the arrows ; the plough share had torn and 
ravaged the soil of feeling, and ali the friendly affections of the bosom 
seemed to be rent and uprooted, But time levelled the turrows again, 
and restored the smooth surface. 





- obtained a reputation 
which, whether from indolence of habit, a carelessness of fame, or a 
disinclination to run a tilt at all the wind mills in his way, he seems 
to have taken no great pains to improve. 


6 tail 
Adopting the motto, 


Arm’ at all points, a motley warI wage, 
Agaiust the brainless coxcombs of the age, 
Fops, politicians, hunters for a name, 
Ungifted fools that gallop after fame, 
Mea, that from every taint of virtue free, 
Afford fair food for satire and for me, 


There is a great field open before him. He has excited expecta- 
tion; let him fulfil it. He has plucked a wreath for his brow, let 
him cherish it, lest it drop and wither. 


Q— in a corner of the Gailery. 
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EXTRACTS. 











EXTRACTS FROM THE ALBUM, 
Kept on the Canadian side of the Falls of Niagara. 


Bent at thy foaming feet, the Pilgrim hears, 
Awe struck, Niagara! thy mighty voice 
That o'er the desert for a thousand years 
Has ceaseless shouted ; as it did rejoice 
In its unbounded might.—Nature made choice 
Of thee, to be the token of her power, 
And placed thy dwelling midst a paradise 
Of crag, and wildwood, hill, and isle, and bower, 
And wrought thy snowy robe with tints from every flower. 





The rush of mighty waters, is a thing 
We learn from thee alone; and what the strife 
Of earth’s first children, and the Egyptian King, 
When the wild waters wasred against their life, 
One of the visions with which youth is rife, 
Is to behold thee; and to stand, as now 
I stand—withbin thy misty mantle. Life’ 


_ Has nought more grand to shew me than thy brow 


Circled, as with a diadem, by the bright rainbow. 





In Nature’s darkest gloomiest mood 
She formed the rugged scene, 
Then stood aloft, and viewed the flood 
. With sad and troubled mein. 
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She smoothed her brow, and sweetly smile¢. 
Viewing her wonders o’er, 
And while amid the dashing sheet, 
The rainbow played about her feet, 
She gaily cried 
Ill play such pranks no more. 





On Goat Island. 


No! ne‘er did the wave in its element steep 
Au Island of lovelier charms ; 

it blooms in the giant embrace of the deep. 
Like Hebe in Hercules’ arms. 





To the Cataract. 


Out on your noise! ye blastit wight, 

Ye break my slumbers ilka night, 

Grinding your tune for very spite, 
Through thick and thin— 

Ye'd make a Christian “Spray” outright, 





—— 


To hear your din. 
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Che BackAvoodsman in Washington. 





In silentease, at least in silence dine, 

Nor one opinion start of food or wine, 

Thou know’st that all the science thon can'st boast, 

ds of thy father's simple boil and roast. CRaABBF. 





(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19.) 

Mr. Nonpescript: It would have been a fortunate circumstance 
for me if, in the course of my desultory readings, the above lines had 
fallen under myeye. The hint contained in them might recently 
have saved me some pain and confusion. You must know 1] was ata 
large dinner the other day, and that my senses were again strangely 
operated upon by its novelty; it was not, it is true, exactly after the 
manner of the ancients, but it might as well have been so—so far as 
respects myself—for the style of the cookery, the manner of serving 
it up, nay, even the method of eating, was as new to me as if I had 
all my life been fed out of an ox rack. But, Mr. Nondescript, I must 
first, before I attempt to describe the dinner, let you know how 1 
happened to be so fortunate as to receive an invitation, and in doing 
so I shall necessarily be compelled to acquaint you with some further 
particulars, as to the regular and progressive steps which I am making 
in the science (I have learned better than to call it art) of fashion. 

FT told you in my last of the affair of tumbling down stairs, and how 
the violent threats of the offended Southern had like to have thrown 
aback all my promising resolutions relative to the new character I 
had, or was about, to assume. Indeed, Mr. Nondescript, the pros- 
pect which then presented itself, momentary as it was, of mangled 
ears and a broken head, drove trom me in an instant the day dreams 
under which I had been existing, and it was a thousand to one that I 
would again be resolved into the plain Back-woodsman, that the lin- 
sey woolseys would be taken into use, and that the mocasins and 
white wool hat would once more be restored to the honour of serving 
my extremes. 

In such predicaments itis very natural to form sage resolutions, 
the inward monitor seems then peculiarly serviceable and prompt in 
dictating the proper course, but, as | have said before, the climate of 
your great City is but poorly calculated for the production of philo. 
sophie notions, not only it, but every thing else here, is much more 
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likely to induce folly, and L have untoriuuately imbibed too large a 
portion of the miusma te expect, or even hope for, a recovery until 
I return again, and associate awhile with the unsophisticated sons and 
daughters of the West. Excuse me for these digressory reflections : 
I know they are not to the purposes; bur, Mr. Nund+seript, whenever 
I recollect the circumstance which has led to thems; when LT call to 
my “ mind’s eye” the ferocious and blood thirsty look of the South- 
ern, as he brandished his dirk—a look indicative of his trae character, 


* Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,”°-——- 


itis a perfect damper, avery blue devil, to my spirits. It will, Taw 
confident, ever occupy a spot on my  memory’s waste :”’—his terri- 
fying look will haunt me whilst I live, and will prove to me a much 
more effective memento mori, than all the “death’s heads’? which 
were ever thought of.—I beg pardon again, and will now return to 
the subject of the dinner. 1 proposed to tell you how TF obtained an 
invitation, and intimated that it would compel me to retrograde a lit- 
tle in my history. 

On my arrival in the City [ had but three acquaintances, viz: the 
member of Congress from our district, the stage driver of the accom- 





modation line, and the bar-keeper of the I q hotel. From 
the first I received considerable information on the subject of etiquette, 
and through him made some new acquaintances 3 the stage driver 
taught me all that was necessary as to the manner of ordering a hack, 
and during what kind of weather and upon what occasions it was 
fashionable to use them 3 and the bar-keeper led me into many secrets, 
very much in detail, as to the whole “art, trade, aud mystery,” of 
paying and receiving visits, (alias carding and being carded) of being 
at home, and not being at home, &c. &e.&c. You will, of course, 
infer that it had been intimated to me as proper and right, that I should 
have my card, and knowing my willingness to pursue the paths of 
fashion, you will as natarally infer that Tat once coneluded upen hav- 
ing it.—L could not, you kuow, be a consistent fashicnable, however 





inconsistent the thing is ia itself, without it. 

I was directed to a shop on the Penn, Avenue, (every thing fine 
is to be looked fur ia this street,) and was informed [could not miss 
it, as | must have passed the place fifty times :—besides, it was in- 
quired with a kind of surprise —* lave vou not noticed a shew window 


ful! of pictures, and a sign with the words “visiting cards for sale 7” 
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Oh, yes, said T, Phave seen the sign frequently, but I thought the 





Iwas within an ace of developing my. ignorance, buat stepped short. 
‘Tuere was a period, not many years since, before the invention of 
some of our present labour saving machines, when it was common 
for the industrious house wives of the country, to perform manually 
the operation of preparing wool for the spinning wheel; and I can 
recollect very well, when itwas even vs fashionable with them in mak- 
ing their visits, (it was a constant custom with my grand-mother lang 
syne) tocarry a bunch of wool and a pair of cards, as it is with the 
ladies now a days, in their hours of social intercourse, to have with 
them a bit of muslin, a little floss cottoa, and a pattern of some 
new fangled cape or collaret. Will you believe it? [ supposed these 
‘* visiting cards” to be of the identical kind, used by them, and was 
not only secretly applauding the ladies of the City for their adherence 
to a good old custom, but bad actually written a long letter to my mo- 
ther io praise of their industry and profitable habits, 

Recollecting the description, [soon found the visiting card” shop. 
I entered it with a considerable degree of astonishment,—the walls 
were bedecked with fine prints, and cabinets filled with packages of 
cards, occupied the whole of one side. The card veader was an ar- 
list, and was engaged when [ entered at his engraver’s desk. He 
exiiibited a good natured rubicund countenance, and finding me some- 
what curious in matters pertaining to his profession, kindly satisfied 
me as to all my inquiries. 1] soon ascertained him to be an universal 
genius—he talked familiaily on all subjects of dificult mechanism, and 
I dare say could as easily construct a cuckoo clock, as F could a corn 
broom. Thad partly forgotten my errend, but recollecting myself, I 
inquired fora pair of visiting cards,—the impression of the wool cards 
still occupied my mind,—* A pack you mean?” said he, No, sir,” 
said I, disposed to bea little eran, “ T do not want playing cards.” 
“T know that,” rejoined the vender, “but it’s the same thing, you 


want plain cards.” The man was a wag, sol kept ina good hu- 





mour with him. I had been informed that it would not do to pre- 
sent acard with your vame merely written vpon it, but I was not to 
be persuaded into every folly and extravagance so easily, the sufi-r- 
ing condition of old buckskin proved strongly admonitory of a more 
provident course, and so [ referred to the engraver for the trath of 
the matter; he assured ic, upon his veracity, that ue card would be 


received without having ive name impressed uponit from an engras:d 
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plate, which you will adinit fully justified my ordering a pack or two 
to be printed. 

A single day, only, elapsed until the visiting cards were furnished : 
nothing now remained but to hire a hack, to seat myself comfortably 
in it, and to be driven to the residences of such persons as I wished to 
card. Vhe particulars of this carding business I ascertained to be, to 
drive to the door of the house intended to be visited, have the bell rung 
by the coachman, and through him tender a card to the servant who 
might answer the call of the bell. This was all, and it struck me 
from the first as being a very simple matter. As to the true object, 
however, of this apparently senseless ceremony, tt was not so easily 
to be comprehended. Every one, Idare say, who visits in this way, 
knows what he intends; whethera mark of respect to the individual, 
or the procuration of an mvitation to a dinner or evening party. As 
to myself, I mustcandidly acknowledge the latter design to have been 
the chief actuating cause in my outset; and, by the bye, it is by far 
the most fashionable motive. 

I directed the coachman to stop at all such places as gentlemen 
were in the habit of visiting, baving but one particular place in view 
that I really cared about. It was a Congressional boarding house, 
where I was desirous of paying my respects, and making an acquain- 
tance with an old member. Ile drove to this place first, and the 
ceremony having been performed secundum artem, he was under way 
again in an instant, for the other places of distinction, ‘ Really,” 
said I 10 the driver as he drove from the door, “ that was a fine look- 
ing old servant who received my card.” “ Servant!! why bless your 
life your honour, that was the gentleman himself.” The devil it 
was,” said I, “ then that cake is dough; how unlucky—I shall be 
ashamed to see him again.”? IT was quite chagrined, and was just 
about to order the hack back to my lodgings, with a half determina- 
tion to burn my cards when [ got there, as I discovered that he had 
driven to the door of a splendid mansion, The bell was rung, and 
the servant at the door, before | had time to make up my mind—it 
seemed too lateto retract, and another card was accordingly issued. 
You know my ready acquiescence in every thing which is fashiona- 
ble, so L suffered myself to ve driven around and around, and about 
and about, through your zig 21g, hickelty pickelty, city, until I had 
expended a full pack of my cards, 

After returning to my lodgings, T had a little altercation with the 
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eoachman, whol found was disposed to charge me nearly dvuble the 
sum to which the regulations of the police entitled him. They are 
all tricky in this respect, and IT soon found the necessity of being sharp 
with them. “ What?” said I, “ Do you demand two dollars, when 
the law allows you but one?” “ Be sure your honour,” replied he 
good naturedly, “1 know as hew the law allows us only a dollar, but 
no gentleman, may it please you, ever gives us less than we ask.” — 
The fellow was a judge of human nature; he knew me better than I 
did myself. I was determined at first not tv be imposed upon; but 
could not resist the vanity of being considered a gentleman, and so 
handed him the two dollars. 

Upon retiring to my room, and reflecting upon the occurrences of 
the day, really I was not certain that all had not been a dream—it 
seemed so absurd, so senseless and unmeaning. I slept upon the mat- 
ter, and awakened in a great degree reconciled to it. Ah, Mr. Non- 
descript, how forcible is the effect of habit and fashion! How soon, 
and how ————but hang me if you shall catch me in a serious mood 
again. 

If ever you were a boy, Mr. Nondescript, I mean if, when you were 
a boy, yuu ever seta trap, asnare, or a trot line, you will recollect the 
delightful anticipations of taking game, and the restless impatience 
with which you passed the interval between the period of arranging 
your toils, and that of visiting them to obtain the prizes which might 
have beensecured. I cannot better describe the sensations of hope 
and anxiety which occupied me for a week, as to the success of my 
baits for invitations, than by recalling to your recollectien this inter- 
esting period of our lives. The first day or two past, as a matier of 
course, without any returns; some uneasiness commenced onthe third, 
and on the fourth and fifth days, my anxiety wasa maximum. On 
the sixth day I gave up all hopes, and was easy on the subject; a day 
or two more elapsed when at last, to my great joy, a card and an in- 
vitation was feft in my room. It was requesting, by a pretty engrav- 
ed note, “ The pleasure of Mr. O—’s company to a dinner at half 
past 5 o’clock.” This was delightful, only there was a little mistake 
[ thought, either as to the hour, or the word dinner—I supposed it 
was intendedto be supper. But it was no matter which, I determined 
to go,and began to count the hours when, after an interval of three 
days, that appointed for the dinner, had arrived. I spent the whole 
day in preparing for it:-—the servant of the boarding house, ‘you must 
know | changed my quarters from the hotel) announced inner to be 
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ready, I went as usual to the dining room ; but, instead of sitting 
down, walked with some consequence up and down the room.— 
“ An’t you going to dine?” Inquired the host. “ I dine out to-day,” 
was my reply—and [am a little ashamed when I recollect that I said 
it, with a view to excite the envy of my fellow boarders. I soon had 
cause to regret this little matter: most of them perceived my weak- 
ness, and besides, the excitability of appetite produced by the savoury 
smell, and delectable appearance of some of the dishes, was such as to 
have occasioned an uneasy sensation during the remainder of the af- 
ternoon, to say nothing of the mishaps which befel me at the fash- 
ionable dinner, in consequence of having thus tampered with an ap- 
petite,alas! alwaysrather too ken for my comfort or convenience.--— 
At length the period arrived:—I had been in readiness for some 
hours, and so lost no further time in presenting myself at the hall 
door of the gentleman’s mansion. The bell was rung,—the porter 
attended,—I was ushered into the drawing room,—introduced to the 
party assembled,—made my best bow to the ladies,—looked wise,— 
made some shrewd remarks about the weather and the influenza,— 
and in a few minutes was so completely amalgamated with the com 
pany, as to feel my situation tolerably easy. You are growing impa- 
tient, Mr. Nondescript, about the dinner,—se am I. The dining room 
is thrown open, so now for it. Confound it how unlucky it is, 
that my paper has run out; you wust really excuse me from saying 





any thing more on this subject at present. Depend, however, upon 
my giving a full account of the dinner, and believe me, dear Mr. Non- 
descript, (am I not getting into a fashionable way of concluding a let- 
ter) to be sincerely, 


And truly, your’s, 
J. OUJISCONSIN. 
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@lara, nm Washington, to Jsabel, m VPMinois. 





(CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 18 ) 


** With tranquil step, and timid downcast glance, 
Behold the well-pair’d couple now advance. 
In such sweet posture our first Parents movw’d, 
While, hand in hand, through Eden’s bowers they rov'd ; 
Ere yet the Devil, with promise foul and false, 
Turn’d their poor heads and taught them how to walse. 
One hand grasps her’s, the other holds her hip— 

* . . » « 
For so the Law’s laid down by Baron Trip.” 
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In the lines I have quoted, dear Bell, you may see, 
The style of our waltzes hit off to a T. 
?Tis all undulation—both music and motion, 
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Like a far distant strain, or a ship on the ocean— 
Or a dim and cres movement—a rise and a faJ]— 
A petil dessert, just to finish the ball. 
Oh ! Bell, twas delightful to see such forms wreathing, 
Their flexible arms to the clarinets breathing ! 
[ long’d to make one—tho’ so unlike the caper, 

Which custom allows in a vulgar cotillion,— 
I'm au fait at the step, and my arm is so taper, 

You'll scarce (as Dick says) find its match in a million— 
But none of the monsters your Clara invited, 

So there she stood biting her lips in despair, 
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>Midst a score of unfortunates, equally slighted, 

And sneering and slandering, to drive away Care. 
To tell you the truth, I’m half dead with ennui— 
In my French, Bell, I’m making great progress, you see, 
Not a conquest—not one!—now and then, a stray clerk— 
With his wit all on tiptoe, and visage so smirk, 
And his words straggling forth, twixt a whine and a draw), 
Elicits permission to hand me my shawl, 
Or to reach me an ice, not so chilling I vow, 
As the creature’s starch’d air, and his unmeaning bow. 
Protect me just Heaven! from a creature like that, 
Whose head only serves as a block for his hat, 
Whose genius all lies in his heels and his toes, 
The hue of his gloves, and the cut of his clothes. 
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Then what chance have [, when such creatures as these, 
Are the only ones here to be pleased with, or please? 

°Tis true there are orators here—and what then, 

When they deign to descend to the level of men, 

There’s no getting near them, thro’ regiments of belles, 








All circling their idol with barriers of spells, 

While the less favour’d groupe, at a distance may sigh, 
In vain for the glance of the eloquent eye. 

Not a conquest! Not one! Not a monster to swear 
Life hangs on my smile, on my anger despair :-— 

To ask the response [ should hasten to give, 

And crave of my kindness permission to live. 

In my web, not a captive to struggle and kick, 

Not a creature—a male creature—near me but Dick. 


I've just heard a lecture: it seems there’s a hole, 
In this half worn-out world of ours, just at the pole, 
Which leads to a climate where cloud never flies, 
Where the girls are all happy, the men are all wise, 





Could you and I ride on the winds, like a fairy, 
And settle down there 1n some snug little prairie ; Bi 
Where the flowers never fade that enamel the plains, 

Where the brook never dries that refreshes the mead, 
And, warbling in pastorals, the spinsters and swains, 

Have them home in the vales where the antelopes feed. 
Ob! Bell, how romantic ! 
I’ve got an invite, 
For Dick and myself, to a social to night, 








Ij] write you, dear Bell, all the gay things I see, 
At the social to night, and at Wednesday's Levee. 


CLARA 
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